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Got Even With Kipling.

- —— e —— .
READING ALOUD IN THE HOME. | of speaking th lves; and teach-
T“E HOME CIRCLE ' *%Tahf?:d it veryﬁcult tomundo the

Soanet.*

The world is too much with us; late
and soon,

Getting and spending, we lay

__ Oour powers:

Little we see in nature that is ours;

We have given our hearts away, &
sordid boon!

This sea that bares her bosom to
the moon;

The winds that will be howling at all
hours,

And are up-gathered now like sleep-
ing flowers;

For this, for everything, we are out

of tune; <

It moves us not.—Great God! I'd
rather be

A Pagan suckled in a ereed outworn;

So might I, standing on this pleasant
lea,

Have glimpses that would make me
less forlorn;

Have sight of Proteus, rising from

the sea,
Or hear old*Triton blow his wreathed

horn.
—William Wordsworth.

waste

Lines Writen in Early Spring.*

I heard a thousand blended notes
While in a grove I sat reclined
In that sweet mood when pleasant

thoughts
Bring sad thoughts to the mind.

To her fair works did Nature link
The human soul that through me
ran,
And much it grieved my heart to
think
What man has made of man.

Through primrose tufts in that sweet
bower
The periwinkle trailed its wreaths;
And ’tis my faith that every flower
Enjoys the air it breathes.

The birds around me hopped and
played—
Their thoughts I cannot measure,
But the least motion that they made
It seemed a thrill of pleasure.

The budding twigs spread out their
fan
To catch the breezy air,
And I must think, do all 1 can,

That there was pleasure there.

From heaven if this belief be sent,
If such be Nature’s holy plan,
Have I not reason to lament

What man has made of man?
—William Wadsworth.
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The Least of His Troubles.

Senator Hawley, of Connecticut,
was born in Stewartsville, North
Carolina. A time ago he went down
to see his birthplace and when he re-
turned told his friends about the
trip.

“Why don’t you buy the old place,
Joe?’ he was asked.

“What for?”

“Why, so you can leave it to pos-
terity.”

“Posterity?’ growled Senator
Hawley. “Do you think I am trou-
bled by posterity? They will all be
here when I'm dead.”—Saturday
Evening Post.

*Nos. 140 and 1560 of our series of the World's
Best Poems, selected es ally for The Pro-
gréwive Farmer by the tor. In this series
selections from the following authors have
alre dy appeared: Burns, Bryant, Mr. and
Mrs. Browning, B n, Goldamith, Holmes,
Klrllnﬁ Lanier, Longfellow, Lowell, Mark-
%l'n.manumy. Milton, Moore, Poe, Pope

snn q ey, Ryan, BSoo
Shakespeare, Shelley, and others, -

A Good Suggestion for the Fall and
Winter Season.

1 should like to add here a word,
at this opening of the reading sea-
son, about home reading and its
benefits to children. The habit of
reading aloud is a delightful fea-
ture in the life of some families, and
may be made a source of profit as
well as pleasur> to children. In too
many American homes the absence
of the older boys and girls in the

ening is plainly noticeable; the -
v & r ¥ ' " them in hourly intercourse than they

find their recreation elsewhere. As
a rule this recreation is wholesome,
but it is too often sought outside the
home where it ought to be provided.
It is one of the secrets of keeping
companionship fresh and close that
it must be made to include pleasure
as well as work. The wife who de-
sires to keep in touch with her hus-
band must have a share in his recrea-
tions; and the mother who wishes to
hold her children fast as they grow
older must play as well as work with
them. The practice of reading aloud
is one of the ways of keeping boys
and girls of active, inquiring minds
at home.

If home reading is to be effective

it must, first of all, be interesting;

the books read must be chosen with
reference to the children’s tastes and
interests. Follow the line of least
resistance by going where they want
to go, but select the guides yourself.
If they want adventure give them
adventure, but give them the best;
accept their subjects, but use your
maturer knowledge in choosing the
writers who deal with those subjects.
One evening a week devoted to read-
ing aloud thoroughly interesting
stories, travels, histories, biogra-
phies, popular books of science,
would add immmensely to the attract-
jiveness of many homes and prove a
potent influence to protect older
children from the fascination of
recreations less wholesome and stim-
ulating.

Very few fathers and mothers un-
derstand the educational value of
good books in the home. They fail
to realize how much familiarity with
the best writing has to do with
teaching a child to use his own lan-
guage with freedom and aeccuracy.
Children, like their elders, frequent-
ly abuse the language. Their vocab-
ularies are limited; they are often
ungrammatical through careless-
ness; and they drop into slang be-
cause they do not command ade-
quate use of words. President Eliot
of Harvard University, once said
that if there be any single test of a
man’s education it is his ability to
use his own language correctly and
with freedom. Children abroad, who
have any educational opportunities,
are very carefully trained in the use
of language. The training is very
largely a matter of home influence.
The schools can do something, but
they eannot do much if the influence
of the family is constantly exerted
in the wrong direction. Children
who are in the habit of hearing slo-

venly speech form a slovenly habit

unfortunate influence of the home.
In all the professions, in correspond-
ence of every kind, and in social life,
the proper and free use of one’s lan-
guage is of the very highest impor-

about which the great majority of
parents are most indifferent. This
indifference is due to the fact that
most fathers and mothers do not un-
derstand the force of their own ex-
amples. They do not realize that
their children learn far more from

learn in the few hours during which
they are committed to the teacher’s
care. To counteract this influence,
the habitual reading of good books
by parents and children alike is of
prime importapce.—Hamilton. W.
Mabie, in Ladies’ Home Journal.

An Interesting Problem.

“How old is Ann?’ is a question
that is agitating many people in all
sections of the country. The Dayton,
Ohio, Evening Herald says the prob-
lem js a simple one, yet the whole
country is now working on it and
women’s clubs promise to take it up.
Here is the problem as printed in
the Dayton paper:

“Mary is 24 years old. Mary is
twice as old as Ann was when Mary
was as old as Ann is now. How old
is Ann?

Commenting on the problem, the
Herald says:

“Simple, jsn’t it? Just as easy as
rolling off a log. Of course, you will
say Ann is 12. Then you will think
it over a while and discover that Ann
is 16. Then you will kick yourself
for your stupidity and confess that
the girls are the same age. A mo-
ment later a great light will dawn
and you will see clearly that Ann is
18. But before you go to bed your
mind will still be full of uncertain-

ties, and you will proceed to work
out the problem by algebra. The re-

sult of the effort will be that you will
find that Ann is 18.97 years old. And
then you go to guessing.”

The problem, it is said, first came
up at Harvard, where football prac-
tice was suspended while it was be-
ing worked out. Then the New York
papers took it up. To-day the papers
are crowded with solutions, all dif-
ferent. From New York the fever
spread. Even Philadelphia awoke,
while in Chicago it has gone so far
that the Tribune has a long edito-
rial on the subject.

In some instances it is said that
each members of a family has care-
fully worked out the problem and
all come to different conclusions. As
an illustration of the interest taken
in the problem and the different so-
lutions presented we note that in the
Dayton Herald’s issue of the 20th
Archie Mumma finds that Ann is 18
years of age; William Stuck is sure
shq 18 16; William Donaldson asserts
“without defalcation” that Ann is a
girl of 12; while a Milwaukee cor-
respondent is absolutely convineed
that one can prove the young woman
any age he pleases. The question
therefore, “How old is Ann?” is yet
an open one and the problem may
come in good to furnish means of
amusement for those who have noth-
ing to do during the long winter
evenings. In faet, How old is Ann?

—Charlotte Chronicle.

tance, and yet it is one of the tHings

Cecil Rhodes, the late South Afri-
can magnate, had a bone to pick with
Rudyard Kipling, the poet, and
ceeded in doing it to his com
satisfaction. This is how the
is told in the London eclubs:

Kipling and Rhodes were fellow.
passengers on a Cape Railway traip
bound toward Kimberley. Up to the
moment—of departure from C( Yape
<own Rhodes had been busy sending
dispatches, and it fell to the 1ot of
the poet to book their seats ang
berths. The author is a man of boy-
ish build; the empire-builder W;s
ponderous, and had a decided aver-
sion to sleeping in a top berth,
Knowing this, the poet determined
to have fun at the expense of the
man of destiny. When that night
the ex-Premier found that he had
been assigned to an upper berth his
rage was great. He pleaded with
the agile Kipling to exchange with
him; but the poet, with a sardonie
smile, assured Rhodes that he could
not think of exalting himself ahove
so mighty an imperialist, and so the
| bulky statesman had to eclimb la-
boriously to bed.

After midnight the train stopped
at a small station on the desolate
karoo, and the wife of a colonial
officer got aboard. When she dis-
covered that, notwithstanding her
<elegram, no reservation had been
made for her, she lifted up her voice
in loud protest. The commotion
awakened Rhodes, who thrust his
head out between the curtains and
demanded to know the cause of the
disturbance.

“T am the wife of Colonel
the lady execlaimed, “and although I
wired for a berth, none has been
saved for me!”

“That’s all right,” thundered the
Colossus; “my little boy is occupy-
ing the berth just under mine; turn
in there with him.”

The lady was appeased, and pro-
ceeded to take advantage of the of-
fer. Presently there was an insur
rection in the lower berth.

“Now don’t ery and make a fuss,’
the lady was heard to say; “your
father told me I might sleep here.”

“Madam,” gasped the author of
“The Jungle Book,” “do you—do you
know who I am#’

“You are the little son of the gen-
tleman in the upper berth, are you
not?” faltered the now startled wo-
man, peering into the dark compart-
ment.

“Nothing of the sort,” roared the
poet; “I am Mr. Rudyard—"

Before he could confess further
the frightened woman fled to 37
other car. The upper berth shook
with convulsive appreciation 28 the
poet, with a mingled voeabulary of
several tongues, berated the South
African statesman.

“Ring off on the cuss-words, an-d
swear,” exclaimed Rhodes from his
altitude of mirth, “and give us gome-
thing about a rag and a bone and 8
hank of hair!” .

But with picturesque wrath KiPr
ling stuck to his impromptu I?TO'
gram.—Woman’s Home Compamo®
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